Francois climbed into the car and settled himself
in the back seat.

"You should have come in beside me. You'll have to
be careful where you are: there's a sick dog and some
packing-cases. Would you mind handing me my bag?"

Fran?ois found that he was sitting on the bag. He
held it out to her. Her asking for it was obviously a
precautionary measure. It was stuffed with banknotes.

The car started off. The woman's driving showed
signs of nerviness. She let in the clutch, as she had
stopped, with a distinct jerk.

"Would you mind getting out, and taking this
parcel with your good hand?"

She held out to him a packet wrapped in newspaper.
There were bloodstains on the makeshift wrapping.
Just as well to be prepared for anything in the dark-
ness which had fallen like the blow of a fist on persons
and objects. Francois was expecting a large cMteau
half buried in damp and intimidating greenery, a flight
of steps with cracked urns, an entrance-hall, rooms
with bright fires, well-trained dogs, people sitting
at their ease and talking.

"Please take the parcel: it's got tripe in it and
brains.*

Seeing Francois hesitate, she burst out laughing.

"Not human brains! My husband markets the stuff:
there's nothing I can do about it."

She was emphatic in words and actions. She was
wearing a pair of man's slacks, and had a cloak of
heavy Scotch tweed round her shoulders. Her move-
ments were heavy and encumbered. He got the feeling
that she took little trouble over her appearance.